By now a whole swarm of fires were piercing the dark
They were too low down and too red to be stars Flames
rose up Some of them were quite close, on the hill
opposite his office
The operator went back to his seat Through every win-
dow in the room the horizon bristled with braziers They
ran from summit to summit, slid down slopes and climbed
up the other side, curved away east and west Over the
flames the operator called Pekm
'What's the Hutukhtu doing, Captain?'
Ungern was sitting on a rug at a wood fire
Sudzuki looked at him
"He's asleep, I suppose/ he said
el want to see him/ Ungern went on 'But not yet Not
till we've taken Urga You can introduce me to him in
his palace'
'All right'
'Are you sleepy. Captain?'
'No ' Sudzuki's voice registered some surprise  'Why?'
'I thought you might be          You're very silent to-
night'
Ungern threw some twigs on the fire
'Do you know Sato?' he asked
'Who?5
'Sato He's a Mongol His real name is Japaranov, I
believe He acted as our guide '
'Oh,didhe?>
'Yes He's a funny fellow He studied m Petersburg
I doubt whether he was ever in Mongolia before What
about you?'
'Oh, yes, I know the country'
There was a silence
'Does it surprise you/ Sudzuki went on, 'that Sato
should fed himself to be a Mongol without ever having
lived in his country? I myself *
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